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vathan Hale, the Army that had never
been licked, the Government of the Peo-
ple, by the People and for the FPeople,
that was better than any other Governs-

ment on the face of the earth.

Now the sneer is, of course, measur-
ably justified; especially of such a Chicago
crowd as that of the story, but it is never-
theless true that the older, English think-
ing “Tradition of the United States” is
not wholly dead nor to be killed by a eneer.
It is also unhappily true that it is, and
possibly always will be, quite incompre-
hensible to the Ormental-American mind.
And that is a very large part of what is

you've cut out women, and you're so fright-
ened of them that you're absolutely their
glave. . . . The only =olid thing you've
sot left is a mad desire to keep women out
of it." Noturally, from such a beginning
Maurice at once finds It necessary to run
off with the first woman he happens 1o/
meel, who iz Anne, the wife of his friend |
Cradock. The rest of the book, more than |
four hundred pages of fine print, is con- |
cerned with the psychoses of this runaway |
couple and of several other similarly pre-
possessed men and women with whom they
come in contact. It has actien enough to
carry it and there are some highly dramatic |
situations, but for the most part it is the
portrayal of a mind—{firet one and then an-
other, male and female—in reactions to

“It was impossible to go to bed until the
last word was reached. And that is the
ballmark of a goed movel with me.”

—W. Orton Tewson, Philadelphia Ledger

HONORE
WILLSIE'S

Strongest and best romance
of the West

sex impulses and “complexes.”

It is enormously adroit, so subtle as to
make, for instance, the analytic perform-
ances of a D. H Lawrence look like a
schoolboy exercise In phychology. Mr. |
Murry is an undoubted master in this busi-
ness, and he is also capable of a direet,
clear and fine edged diction, a lucidity that
I8 usually lacking in such work. But the
book remains a mental clinic.

the matter with contemporary American
soclety. Such books as this are ueeful, be-
vond the author's intent or suspicion, in
bringing out that fact,

These disagreeable people are not traves-
ties, with the possible exception of Aubrey
Gilchriet, the popular novelist, who is a
little overdrawn. The book centers upon
George Basine, whom we meet on the door-
steps of a brothel, at dawn, after a de-
bauch in the spring of 1900, and whom
we leave a United States Senator during
the middle years of the war. He is not ex-
actly oversensual, as his driving force is

JUDITH

OF THE

GODLESS VALLEY

By the author of “‘The Enchanted Canyon,” “Stil Jim,”
ele.

ROLLING ACRES. By Bessie R. Hoover.
Small, Maynard & Co. |

fI‘ HIS new story by the creator ofi

“Pa Flickinger" has a genuinely

Mr. Tewson continues: “A stirring romance with an
unique background . . . Mrs. Willsie's word pie-

rather ambition; he i a subtly drawn fig- L
e OF K5k T atitirs. Pty $5 s ank: iy Do A8 Aoy, in I tures are extremely vivid and well-done . . . Her
mal woman, the kind of girl who finds the | WAY. in its treatment of the mildly hu- people are real folk . . . Her book is bound to be

dictionary good reading by seeking out ail | morous, lovable, plain folks of the middle
the obscene words she can find and who | West as the greater novelist’s handiing |

popular because it has every element making for pop-

- ”
gloats over medical treatises. Dorls is | of queer people. Not that these are at nll: ulanty :2‘%
presented as more intellectual, though  travestied; but Cicero, the handy man ‘““1:
scarcely less passionate, and after her love | friend of the family. is distinc#y a "Ch“",'
affair with the crazy Seandinavian “poet | Acter.” So, too, is Nabbie, the “help,” and | 344 Four th Ave, FREDERICK A. STOKES COMPANY New York

Cicero's perfect proposal of marriage can |

of the people” peters out she finally goes

gafely be compared to the affair o’ 'I‘im:
Linkinwater and Miss La Creevy, though |
Cleero and Nabbie would have been an
“uncomfortable couple,” had she uc('g-pted't
him: There is a nearér parallel, also, in |
the once popular and still immensely refd- |
able stories by J, T. Trowbridge, in Mr. |
Pipkin and Miss Wamsey In one of the
“Jack Hazard" tales. |

The plot of this is cleverly built around |
an aristocratic Englishmag, heir presump- |
tive to a barony, who has come to America |
and married Into a plain, but efficient |
middle Western family. His davghter, |
Viola, is the titwlar heroine, but interest |

insane. The mother is more nearly nor-
mal; largely a frustrate, jncomplete life.
Basine foolishly allows imself to be
trapped into a loveless and even passion-
less marriage with the hen-minded Hen-
rietta, but remains falthful to her, lurgely
through cowardice,

The minor people are admirably done;
especially old Ramsay, the effeminate,
pathological abnormality who develops into
a4 blackmaiier. The only character for
whom the author seems to have a real
admiration is the German, Schroder, who
wanders in and out of the plot merely to
seduce one woman of another, and who de-

RUTH HALE says: “Events may prove it to be as important a book
as the first by Sigmund Freud."

Our Unconscious Mind

and How to Use It. By FREDERICK PIERCE

“ It should be read by every one interested in Autosuggestion. Very simply and
clearly he describes the work of Coue and Baudouin in seeking to acquire power
to direct the activities of the Unconscious; discusses some of the extreme claims
made for Autosuggestion; and continues with a very practical cxplanation of
what the right method of its application to everyday life is.

At any bookstore ($3.00, postage extra), or direct from

E. P. DUTTON & CO., 681 Fifth Avenue NEW YORK

parts placidly when his work is done. | does not centre exclusively in her and the

pleazant love story is not allowed to take
up too much room. Mr. Lybrook, the ex-

There {5 at least no hypocrisy about him.
But space limitations forbid any detailed

A romance that has all the charm of

“The Broad Highway”

examination of the large company ofibﬂ!!‘ia!t‘. has become a very good Ameri-
highly inleresting and always repulsive |can, but is not prosperous. There is a
people, | mortgage on the farm, and other complica-

tions, and he explains, sadly, that he fears
he has been too concerned with “‘spiri-

Mr, Hecht's style is somefimes annoy-
ingly stuceato. The narrative lacks fluency,

and his use of words is sometimes In- |tual values” and has not been a pood Do y member Jeffery Fa
exnct—oceasionally the Inexactness of ig- |business man. Of course, it all works out R e . JENY,
norance, a8 in calling an old woman whose | nicely in the end, and even though Ly- nol's most popular ITDVC[, Th

Broad Highway™? At last Mr.
Farnol has written another story
of the same period and scenes, in
which you will meer again the
Tinker and other well-remembered
characters. “Peregrine’s Progress™
is just such another delightful tale
of wayside adventure, with a
heroine quite as captivating as the
Charmian of *The Broad High-

way."”

You'll Enjoy Reading

PEREGRINE’S PROGRESS

JEFFERY FARNOL

£2.00 at All Booksellers

brook comes Into the title it is not a cheap
or conventional ending and remalns .an
Amerlean story.

All the people are very well done, with
fine, sympathetic understanding. Its hu-
mor is eminently sane and genial, and has |
the warmth of wholesome, unaffected Jn-i
terest in every day, normal human beings, |
not allowing their whimslealities to over-|
shadow the rest of their makeup. There |
fs also & minute attention to Nttle detail |
that reminds one again of Dickens: a keen
eyve for the small but sometimes signifi-
cant little things, out of which a complete
pleture grows. The story {8 a refreshing
variant from the most of the commoner |
modes of the day in fiction. It has its
slight, occasional ecrudities, but one does
|vot mind them. One charm of the thing |
Is its quiet unpretentiousness in contrast |
to the spectacularly posed attitude of al
good many younger writers,

husband is very much allve a “dowager."
The polnt Is not pettily pedantic; a novel-
ist of to-day should at least know the
meaning of common words. To come upon
such a misuse jolts one, like biting on a
tack In a =poonful of pudding,

H. L. PANGBORN.

STILL LIFE, By J. Middleton Murry, E, P,
Dutton & Co.

HE literary or dramatic critic has
often been defined as the man who,
having tried to write

himself and

having failed in the creative attempt there- |
upon turns to telling other writers how to
do it. Mr, Murry Is a very distinguished
literary critic in England, widely known
both in neademic circles as a university
lecturer and in the popular press as a re-
viewer and commentator upon things in
general. This novel iz his first ventura
into fiction on his own aecount, and it
demonstrates that critical facility does not
imply lack of creative ability, for it is a
very much better novel than most of those |
Mr. Murry has been obliged to criticize.

THE CORTLANDTS OF WASHING
SQUARE. By Janet A. Fairbank Indi
upolis: Bobbs-Merrill Company.

N
an- |
|

But It will appeal only to a limited au-

Sixty Years Ago,” for {ts heroine

ERE is a story which might have | Boston L!TTLE, BROWN & COMPANY Publishers
H had for a subtitle “This l-‘-r»‘-_-‘!nm!
|__._

dience, since it 18 most emphatically a psy-

chological novel and aimed only at readers
who are capable of following long, minute
pgychological analyses of the states of
mind of the various queer people whom he
has summoned to his Freudian clinke.

The London T¥mes has called the Mr.

i3 a girl who contrives to manusge her own
lifa, despite the scandalized protests of her
would-be guardians. The scene |s New
York city in ante-beilnm days, when Wazh-
ington Square was fairly well uptown and
the Forty-second street reservoir frankly

SIMON CALLED PETER

By ROBERT KEABLE, Author of

“The Mother of All Living”

SIMON CALLED PETER has achieved the distinction of jumping
into the list of best sellers. Few books of this year are likely to be

out in the country. Yet in looking back |
over the story one realises that the atmos- |
phere of the period, though for the most |

Murry of this book a “Freud among the
fairies,” but it is Aifficultt to see anything
of fairyland here, It is rather a nightmare

o o e L full of Lumpﬂwﬂnnﬁ.ﬂned.hnotthokaym{he: : . 1 od
;vou“nmry it et ani $ nore Freud than | P0OK's undeniable charm; neither is the | so widely read and so seriously z
fairy. It is concerned with the progresstve | PIOt, Which, while adequate as a connect- £2.00. (Postage extra).

ing thread, eounds fairly familiar when
reduced to Its bare elements: The tribu-

Continsed on [Foliowing Page

experiences of a supersensitive voung man,
Maurice Temple, who sets the keynote in
his reflection, at the beginning: “Oh, yes,

If your bookseller cannot supply SIMON CALLED PETER, order from
E. P. DUTTON & CO., 681 Fifth Avenue, NEW YORK




